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FA CUL TY RECITAL 
Gordon Stout, percussion 
Assisted by: 
Patrice Pastore, soprano 
Diane Birr, piano 
Naoko Takada, marimba 
Four Episodes (1944/ 45 
Rhythmically and Flowing 
Flowingly 
Quizically, with expression 
Insistently 
Rivers of Wood (1999) 
Sedimental Structures (1998) 





No. 9 (Remeleixo) 
Astral Dance (1979) 
Rumble Strips (2000) 
Recital Hall 











(adapted by Bob Becker from the poem and painting "Baby'; 1994 by 
Sandra A'Ieigs) 
was up inside the canyon 
when I saw your smilin' face. 
Never plant the seed, if you're expectin' grace. 
Cryin' time. It's cryin' time. 
Cryin' time again. 
In the rocks I see your face, 
but then a river floods the place. 
The rock's so tall that I'm just nothin'. 
Muddy water's changin' all I know. 
Cryin' time. It's cryin' time. 
Cryin' time again. 
A rock so high nothin' can climb it. 
Not even a bird can fly to find it. 
And down the cliffs 
to the river falls. 
Risin' water breakin' 
through the walls. 
And takin' back all it left behind. 
Takes it back, so I can't find you. 
With the drop of a hat or a key down a grate, 
I lost you like that, through a slip of fate. 
Cryin' time. It's cryin' time. Cryin' time again. 
I went to the river and thought I'd jump in. 
Your smilin' face stopped me. Again. 
Smilin' face, or cryin' time. It's sure to make me feel alive. 
Beyond the hill. Beneath the clock. 
Beside my bed. On the canyon walk . 
.___ I know you won't mind, 
if it's cryin' time. 
Cryin' time. 
Cryin' time again. 
